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Joanne  Wilson 


Australian  Correspondent 


Greetings 

From 

Down 


Under 


From  what  I can  gather 
growing  up  as  a boy  who 
wanted  to  be  a girl  was  not 
really  so  different  in  Australia 
than  it  is  anywhere  else.  The 
experience  is  usually  fraught 
with  elements  of  danger, 
guilt,  frustration,  anxiety, 
pleasure  and  joy.  It’s  a combi- 
nation some  find  hard  to  re- 
sist and  others  detest. 

I passed  out  of  my  teens 
with  a reasonable  wardrobe 
of  female  clothes,  a place  and 
the  opportunities  to  wear 
them  - and  no  one  to  share 
the  experience  with.  I married 
a woman  who  was  totally 
opposed  to  the  thought  of  it 
and  stayed  married  to  her  for 
twenty  years  - and  therefore 
closeted.  That’s  not  to  say, 
however,  I had  no  further 


experiences  of  transvestism 
during  that  time.  These  expe- 
riences were  mainly  with 
people  who  would  now  be 
classified  as  transsexual  but 
then  no  one  differentiated. 
Any  male  who  put  on  a dress 
was  a transvestite,  certainly 
gay  and  probably  effeminate 
by  nature.  In  that  sense  at 
least  we’ve  come  a long  way. 

I think  I was  indirectly  re- 
sponsible for  the  starting  up 
of  the  first  ‘common  interest’ 
organizations  in  Australia,  in 
Sydney,  in  the  very  early  sev- 
enties. I say  “I  think”  because 
I’m  not  actually  sure.  I placed 
some  ads  in  a local  sub-cul- 
ture magazine  and  received  a 
few  replies  but  then  chick- 
ened out  of  the  meetings  that 
were  arranged  and  put  the 
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people  who  wrote  to  me  in 
touch  with  one  another  in- 
stead. Six  years  later,  when 
the  Seahorse  Club  was  fully 
operational  I went  to  a few 
meetings  but  it  wasn’t  until 
my  first  wife  and  I finally 
came  to  the  parting  to  the 
ways  that  I allowed  myself  the 
luxury  of  being  in  regular 
touch  with  others.  Even  then 
the  very  nature  of  my  profes- 
sion precluded  me  from  full 
contact  on  a regular  basis  so 
I kept  my  ‘exposure’  to  a lim- 
ited few.  My  incapacity  to  be 
more  public  has  always  been 
another  source  of  annoyance 
and  frustration  to  me. 

Even  now  things  are  not 
totally  different.  But  I am  able 
to,  and  do,  spend  about  half 
of  the  total  hours  in  an  aver- 
age week  being  what  I want  to 
be  all  the  time. 

I think  I’m  not  alone  in 
discovering  a very  fine  line 
between  transsexuality  and 
some  forms  of  transvestism.  I 
realize  it’s  more  than  just 
semantics,  but  for  my  part  I 
am  quite  sure  I have  always 
wanted  to  live  and  work  as  a 
full-time  woman  but  I have 
never  had  the  desire  to  un- 
dertake that  drastic  opera- 
tion. I often  wondered  if  I 


would  get  tired  of  dressing 
everyday,  all  day,  but  I’ve 
been  in  a position  to  try  it  and 
I don’t. 

I know  now  that  if  it  was 
possible  I would  remove  and 
discard  from  my  wardrobe 
every  item  of  male  clothing 
and  hopefully  never  wear 
such  things  again.  And  yes,  I 
want  more  boobs  than  I have 
and  all  the  hair  removed  from 
my  face  forever.  But  I can’t  do 
it  for  a hundred  reasons  so  I 
accept  the  compromise  and 
accept  it  as  willingly  as  I can. 

That’s  all  we  really  want 
isn’t  it?  Acceptance  of  us  by 
others  and  by  ourselves  with 
the  latter  actually  being  the 
most  important.  Others  won’t 
accept  until  we  do. 


Joanne  Wilson  has  been 
writing  for  En  Femme  since 
issue  #8.  Her  columns  have 
been  dealing  with  the  his- 
tory of  transgenderism  in 
Australia.  She  is  always 
looking  for  correspondents 
from  the  States  - you  can 
write  her  c/o  En  Femme. 
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Roberta  Angela  Dee 


The 

Transsexual 

Trail 


Remember  that  time,  not 
terribly  long  ago,  before  acid 
rain  or  outspoken  feminists? 
Remember  that  time,  before 
Watergate,  the  urgency  of 
civil  rights,  the  assassina- 
tions of  American  political 
and  social  leaders,  and  ma- 
chines that  flew  faster  than 
the  speed  of  sound? 

I refer  to  that  time,  shortly 
after  World  War  II  (1939- 
1945)  when  America  was 
recovering  from  the  horrors  of 
global  conflict,  economic 
uncertainties  and  threats 
from  foreign  powers.  A time 
when  Americans  felt  new 
hopes  and  aspired  to  create  a 
new  reality,  a better  reality 
from  the  dreams  that  had 
been  suppressed  for  too  long. 


A time  when  everyone  spoke 
of  the  North  Atlantic  Treaty 
Organization  (NATO),  and  the 
hope  that  there  would  never 
be  another  world  war. 

It  was  a time  when  a man 
married  a woman,  they  re- 
mained faithful  to  each  other, 
and  raised  a family.  A time 
when  the  husband  could 
earn  enough,  at  whatever 
trade  he  chose,  to  provide  for 
his  family.  And  his  wife 
stayed  at  home  to  care  for 
their  children  and  their  pos- 
sessions. Men  wore  pants, 
women  wore  dresses,  and  the 
roles  and  distinctions  be- 
tween the  two  genders  were 
strictly  defined  and  strictly 
adhered  to  by  nearly  eveiy- 
one. 
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Of  course  there  was  always 
the  homosexual  population, 
or  the  ‘gay’  population,  which 
consisted  of  effeminate  males 
and  masculine  females  or, 
men  and  women  who  pre- 
ferred sexual  intimacy  with 
members  of  their  own  sex. 
People  who,  for  whatever  rea- 
son, were  ‘perverts’  and  out- 
casts from  the  social  norm. 
People  psychologists  had 
deemed  to  be  ‘abnormal’  or 
‘deviate’  at  a time  when  nor- 
malcy meant  everything. 
Because,  if  you  were  not  nor- 
mal, you  were  nothing.  Ev- 
eryone and  everything 
needed  to  fit  into  a small, 
structured  definition  of 
terms.  Anything  that  was 
categorized  outside  of  the 
‘norm’  was  evil,  bad,  corrupt, 
or  a sin  against  God,  Man- 
kind and  Nature. 

African-Americans  were 
stereotyped  as  being  shift- 
less, lazy  and  both  sexually 
and  morally  unrestrained. 
Those  of  Irish  descent  were 
honest  and,  therefore,  made 
good  policemen  or  civil  ser- 
vants. Asian -Americans  were 
best  suited  to  do  laundry. 
Women,  with  their  natural 
maternal  instincts  and  sub- 
missive personalities,  were 
suited  to  be  the  domestic 


guardians  of  the  culture. 
Femininity  was  a sale  item! 
Women,  even  white  women, 
were  paid  less  than  white 
males. 

Why?  Because  women  are, 
physically  not  as  strong  as 
men  and  because  we  are 
known  to  cry.  Of  course,  Afri- 
can-American men  were 
‘known’  to  be  genetically  and 
culturally  ‘inferior’  which 
justified  their  being  paid  less 
for  the  same  tasks  performed 
by  white  males.  So,  strength 
is  sometimes  an  issue  or 
sometimes  not  an  issue.  As  is 
true  with  most  stereotypes 
and  prejudices,  they  are  in- 
tended to  fit  preconceived, 
notions  of  what  is  normal. 

Imagine  being  bom  at  a 
time  when  normalcy  is  every- 
thing and  not  having  a name 
or  word  to  describe  your 
abnormality!  It  can  only  be 
described  as  an  intensely 
mortifying  and  alienating 
experience. 

I realized  at  four  years  of 
age  that,  although  I was  bom 
a normal  genetic  male,  to  a 
normal  suburban  middle 
class  family,  with  normal 
parents  and  sisters,  I wanted 
to  be  a girl!  I approached 
adolescence  desperately 
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wanting  to  fit  into  the  defini- 
tion of  a homosexual,  simply 
because  that  ‘abnormality’ 
had  a name!  There  was  no 
name  for  a boy  who  wanted  to 
be  a girl,  other  than  ‘sissy’ 
and  that  word  failed  to  accu- 
rately describe  my  situation 
or  psyche.  It  was  not  that  I 
was,  or  wanted  to  be,  effemi- 
nate. It  was  not  a matter  of 
liking  boys  (at  that  time  male 
celebrities),  or  wanting  to 
wear  dresses.  I wanted  to  be  a 
girl,  and  felt  that  I was,  some- 
how, already  female. 

Perhaps,  the  culture  (soci- 
ety) ‘sensed’  my  frustration 
and  desperation.  It  allowed 
the  word  transvestite  to  slip 
into  my  vocabulary.  But  even 
that  definition  failed  me.  The 
word  ‘transvestite’  focused  on 
a person  of  one  gender  who 
derived  sexual  gratification 
through  wearing  the  apparel, 
and  possibly  adopting  the 
mannerisms,  generally  as- 
cribed to  the  opposite  gender. 

Most  typically,  a transves- 
tite was  a male  who  got  his 
rocks  off  by  wearing  lady’s 
silk  bikini  panties  or  a dress. 
He  was  heterosexual  and 
maintained  a hairy  chest  and 
legs.  To  a fashion  conscious 
individual,  he  was  more  akin 


to  a half-back  in  a mini-skirt, 
than  to  the  kind  of  lady  most 
men  would  care  to  know. 

Traditionally,  the  gay 
transvestite  had  always  been 
regarded  as  the  flamboyant 
faggot  or  drag  queen  before 
queens  became  the  subject  of 
Broadway  plays  and  were 
attributed  the  degree  of  credi- 
bility they  enjoy  today. 

However  defined,  the  term 
‘transvestite’  failed  to  de- 
scribe me  as  a human  being 
or  as  a person.  Besides,  I grew 
up  at  time  when  a ten  year  old 
barely  knew  the  meaning  of 
sex.  Few,  if  any,  sought  sex 
wantonly. 

It  was  not  until  the  emer- 
gence of  Christine  Jorgensen 
that  I was  able  to  find  the 
word  that  defined  my  condi- 
tion: transsexual.  Ms.  Jor- 
gensen and  I had  more  in 
common  than  any  other 
human  being  I had  ever 
know.  She  had  been  a man, 
served  in  the  military,  and 
had  become  a woman 
through  what  was  called  a 
“sex-change  operation.” 

I remember  racing  home 
from  school,  Andrew  Jackson 
High,  in  Queens,  New  York, 
every  day  with  hopes  of 
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catching  Ms.  Jorgensen  on 
the  six  o’clock  news,  or  hear- 
ing her  speak,  or  seeing  her. 

Esthetically,  she  wasn’t 
bad  looking.  She  appeared  as 
fashionably  proper  as  any 
other  middle  class,  middle 
aged  woman.  But  it  was  not 
her  appearance  that  at- 
tracted me  to  her  so  passion- 
ately. It  was  the  fact  she  rep- 
resented the  realization  of  a 
dream;  the  realization  that 
becoming  a woman  was  a real 
possibility.  If  she  could  be- 
come a woman,  so  could  I.  My 
secret  was  still  my  secret,  but 
it  was  no  longer  a fantasy. 

I was  too  young  to  under- 
stand, however,  that  in  spite 
of  her  sex  change,  Christine 
was  still  not  considered  a 
‘normal’  woman.  She  was  a 
‘sex- change,’  an  “it,”  neither 
male  nor  female.  Society 
could  still  not  accept,  or  re- 
fused to  accept,  transsexual- 
ism as  anything  more  than  a 
deviation  from  the  norm. 
American  culture  continued 
to  cling  to  its  rationalization 
that  God  did  not  make  men 
who  were  better  suited  to  be 
women.  God,  after  all,  is  per- 
fect. I assume,  that  logic  re- 
fers to  the  condition  that 
perfection  breeds  perfect  men 


and  women,  although  it 
doesn’t  quite  explain  the 
present  deficit  of  perfect 
people. 

At  the  bottom  line  is  the 
tautology  that  no  man  has 
the  right  to  take  it  upon  him- 
self to  change  his  gender.  It  is 
unholy  and  unnatural.  Men 
are  men.  Women  are  women. 
And  that’s  that! 

Unfortunately,  society  also 
continues  to  cling  to  most  of 
the  other  prejudices  and 
stereotypes  it  nurtured  so 
well.  Even  today,  we  live  in  a 
country  which  considers 
homosexuals  to  be  deviants, 
blacks  to  be  genetically  more 
prone  to  criminal  acts  and 
promiscuous  than  whites, 
women  more  inclined  to  be 
emotional  and  flighty,  and  so 
on,  and  so  on,  and  so  on. 

Technological  and  medical 
advancement  fails  to  change 
people.  Most  of  the  sciences 
move  on,  but  not  the  people 
they  serve.  The  people  remain 
as  primitive  as  their  ances- 
tors during  the  Dark  Ages  or 
the  Elizabethan  era. 

Psychology  is  especially 
backwards  when  it  comes  to 
the  subject  of  transsexual- 
ism. A significant  number  of 
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psychologists  believe  that  a 
transsexual  is  simply  a 
homosexual  preoccupied 
with  the  notion  that  becom- 
ing a member  of  the  opposite 
sex  he  or  she  can  remove  the 
enormous  guilt  derived  from 
their  deviant  behavior.  In 
other  words,  if  a man  loves 
other  men  but  feels  guilty 
about  being  gay,  then  he  may 
subconsciously  believe  hav- 
ing his  penis  removed  can 
also  remove  his  guilt. 

Aside  from  that  absurdity, 
the  main  problem  with  this 
hypothesis  is  that  gay  men 
are  quite  happy  being  men 
and  their  genitals  are  an 
important  part  of  that  happi- 
ness. A gay  man  would  no 
sooner  have  his  penis  re- 
moved, than  he  would  have 
his  partner’s  penis  removed. 

When  reviewing  this  par- 
ticular school  of  thought,  we 
must  remember  many  of 
these  learned  men  were  edu- 
cated from  the  same  text- 
books that  inform  us  women 
love  their  fathers  because 
they  have  a subconscious 
desire  to  have  a penis.  This 
phenomenon  is  referred  to  as 
‘penis  envy.’ 

Furthermore,  these  same 
psychologists  tend  to  believe 


that  given  an  opportunity  to 
talk  to  a transsexual  for  a 
long  enough  period  of  time, 
they  can  ‘talk’  them  out  of 
their  condition. 

They  call  this  pagan  prac- 
tice psychotherapy.  It  makes 
about  as  much  sense  as  talk- 
ing someone  out  of  having 
AIDS,  tuberculosis,  breast 
cancer  or  mental  retardation. 
Can  you  imagine  a psycholo- 
gist spending  years  trying  to 
talk  someone  out  of  being 
mentally  retarded?  I do  not 
mean  to  suggest  this  biologi- 
cal condition  should  not  be 
treated,  but  that  the  proper 
treatment  be  applied  to  the 
proper  condition. 

This  is  why  it  is  so  difficult 
for  me  to  accept  psychology 
as  a science.  The  logic  psy- 
chologists employ  is  only 
slightly  more  sophisticated 
than  that  of  the  logic  en- 
dorsed by  the  general  public. 

Lay-persons  believe  that 
individuals  choose  to  be  gay 
or  transsexual.  They  believe 
that  if  these  ‘sinners’  find 
themselves,  or  God,  or  reli- 
gion, they  will  correct  them- 
selves and  be  healed  of  their 
deviant  and  perverted  behav- 
ior. Or,  they  believe  their 
condition  is  the  result  of  some 
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hormonal  imbalance  cor- 
rectable through  modern 
chemistry,  a proper  prescrip- 
tion of  hormones. 

Those  who  believe  that 
homosexuality  or  transsexu- 
ality are  conscious  choices 
can  ‘justify’  their  prejudice 
and  persecution  against  gays 
and  transsexuals.  After  all,  it 
is  fairly  easy  to  rationalize 
that  belligerent  actions 
against  gays  is  not  a bad  atti- 
tude for  good,  normal  people, 
and  because  homosexuals 
are  bad,  punishment  is  a 
proven  way  of  having  bad 
people  turn  into  good  people. 
It  is  an  idea  which  leads  some 
psychotherapists  to  believe 
electric  shock  treatment  is  a 
‘cure’  for  transsexualism. 

If  you  accept  the  notion 
that  a transsexual  is  an  indi- 
vidual suffering  from  a gen- 
der dysfunction,  then  you 
can  comfortably  argue  they 
are  confused  as  to  whether 
they  should  be  boys  or  girls. 
And  there  are  those  who  be- 
lieve this  indecisiveness  can 
be  reversed  with  electricity, 
much  the  same  as  Dr.  Frank- 
enstein believed  that  death 
could  be  reversed. 

To  make  matters  worse, 
one  prerequisite  for  a sex 


change  operation  is  to  spend 
a year  in  therapy!  Talk  about 
being  between  a rock  and  a 
hard  place! 

My  hero,  Ms.  Jorgensen, 
had  succeeded  in  changing 
her  sex  and  at  convincing 
untold  numbers  to  follow  her 
pursuit  of  self.  But  she  had 
failed  to  change  the  heart  and 
mind  of  American  society,  or 
that  of  most  of  the  world.  As 
stated  earlier,  we  have  the 
technology  but  we  lack  the 
vision  to  use  it  in  a manner 
which  best  can  serve  those 
who  suffer  most  profoundly. 

By  the  time  I was  prepared 
to  enter  a university,  I was 
keenly  aware  of  the  detrimen- 
tal psychological  effects  and 
consequences  my  pursuit  of  a 
surgical  solution  could  have 
on  my  immediate  family  and 
other  people  I had  grown  to 
love,  respect,  and  admire. 

For  many  years  it  seemed 
my  desire  to  become  a so- 
cially and  legally  accepted 
woman  was  in  direct  conflict 
with  my  responsibilities  to 
my  family.  It  left  me  unhappy, 
depressed,  and  bitter  most  of 
the  time.  My  only  emotional 
release  was,  from  time  to 
time,  to  be  able  to  go  out 
dressed  as  the  woman  I be- 
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lieved  I was  destined  to  be- 
come. 

Sexually,  I remained  a 
‘heterosexual,’  in  the  sense 
that  I had  no  sexual  encoun- 
ters with  men.  This  was  due, 
mostly,  to  the  shame  and 
embarrassment  I felt  with 
having  a masculine  anatomy 
and  genitals. 

My  female  persona  re- 
mained a virgin,  until  I 
reached  twenty-five  years  of 
age.  This  in  itself  was  consid- 
ered quite  a remarkable  feat 
for  a woman  of  my  day.  Inevi- 
tably, I was  unhappy  with  my 
overall  condition  and  station 
in  life  and  society.  Occasional 
sexual  intimacy  provided 
some  psychological  relief,  but 
it  was  not  enough. 

At  thirty  years  of  age,  I 
started  taking  female 
hormones,  primarily  Pre- 
marin  (estrogen)  and  Provera 
(progesterone).  I also  started 
to  construct  a history  as  a 
female  by  applying  for  credit 
under  my  feminine  name, 
and  began  creating  a resume 
and  other  documents  that 
could  be  traced  to  that  name. 

Within  the  first  six  months 
of  taking  female  hormones,  I 
began  to  realize  they  were 


doing  a great  deal  more  than 
expanding  my  breast  size!  I 
was  taking  the  medication  in 
the  cyclic  dosages  of  a genetic 
woman  and,  for  this  reason 
as  well  as  the  nature  of  the 
hormones,  I soon  found  my- 
self on  an  emotional  roller 
coaster.  I became  moody, 
bitchy,  and  even  tearful  over 
events  and  circumstances, 
which  under  previous  condi- 
tions, could  barely  have  af- 
fected me.  This  helped  me  to 
recognize  that  my  ‘logical’ 
approach  to  life  did  not  al- 
ways work.  As  a result  I be- 
came more  intuitive,  and  re- 
lied more  on  my  ‘feelings’ 
about  particular  issues  to 
determine  my  reactions. 

The  most  starling  change, 
however,  had  nothing  at  all  to 
do  with  the  hormones.  It  was 
the  manner  in  which  other 
people  reacted  to  me,  both 
men  and  women.  Men  mostly 
assumed  I would  not  be 
knowledgeable  or  interested 
in  many  areas  of  life  and 
experience  where  I had  been 
quite  expert.  Women  as- 
sumed me  to  have  an  interest 
and  knowledge  of  subjects  of 
which  I was  totally  ignorant. 

It  had  been  far  easier  to  live 
as  a woman  among  men  than 
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it  was  to  live  as  a woman 
among  other  women.  Women 
were  far  more  attentive,  criti- 
cal and  observant.  And,  I had 
to  leam  all  the  unwritten, 
undocumented  laws  and 
rules  that  apply  to  being  an 
adult  woman.  These  were  the 
codes  of  conduct  that  little 
girls  were  instructed  in  while 
playing  in  the  kitchen  at  their 
mother’s  knee.  I was,  so  to 
speak,  quite  a late  bloomer. 
But  I leaned  and  I matured. 

Today  I am  (although  still 
pre-operative)  a successful 
free-lance  and  technical 
writer,  living  and  working  as 
a woman  on  a full-time  basis. 
I maintain  a very  nice  house- 
hold with  a loving  male  com- 
panion. 


In  addition  to  this  column, 
I would  be  happy  to  share  any 
experiences  or  to  answer  any 
questions  directed  to  me  per- 
sonally. Simply  address  your 
letters  to  the  magazine,  or  to: 

Ms.  Roberta  Angela  Dee 

P.O.  Box  14391 

Augusta,  GA  30919-0391 

My  motivations  for  writing  this  col- 
umn is  to  have  a forum  through  which 
I can,  hopefully,  enlighten  women  and 
men,  regardless  of  their  lifestyles  or 
sexual  preferences,  as  to  the  psyche  of 
most  transsexuals.  And  although 
transsexuals  tend  to  be  quite  varied,  as 
to  their  degree  of  commitment  towards 
becoming,  legally  and  socially,  ac- 
cepted as  women,  my  emphasis  will  be 
on  those  with  only  the  most  serious 
commitment. 
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Kymberleigh  Richards 


Coordinator  of  the  “Valley  Girls’ 


Going 

Public 

With  Our 


© 1 989  Kym  Richards , Reprinted  from 
“Cross-Talk”  with  permission . 

A few  weeks  ago,  I deliber- 
ately placed  myself  in  a situ- 
ation where  1 knew  I had 
absolutely  no  chance  of  pass- 
ing. Let’s  face  it;  how  can  you 
pass  at  your  high  school  re- 
union? 

I told  friends  of  my  inten- 
tion to  send  Kym  instead  of 
Kevin.  Some  thought  what  I 
would  do  was  bold,  daring, 
and  took  guts.  Most  admired 
my  determination  to  be  true 
to  myself,  even  if  doing  so  put 
me  at  risk  for  ridicule,  or 
worse.  A few  couldn’t  believe  I 
actually  planned  to  get  away 
with  it.  Nonetheless,  when  I 
arrived  at  the  hotel  to  spend 
the  evening  with  many  of  the 
people  I went  to  school  -with 
15  years  ago,  it  was  in  a skirt 
rather  than  in  slacks. 


Lives 

We’ve  all  read  numerous 
accounts  where  everything 
turns  out  perfectly  and  the 
person  passing  isn’t  read  by 
those  around  her.  Well,  al- 
though everyone  recognized 
me  (I  told  you,  I didn’t  intend 
to  fool  them),  there  was  no 
negative  side  experience.  The 
non-acceptance  and  ridicule 
that  some  of  my  friends 
feared  never  happened.  Why? 

First,  because  these  are 
people  I have  known  since  my 
teenage  years,  and  they  know 
I always  have  good  reasons 
for  anything  I do.  Second, 
because  I was  self-assured 
and  confident  of  my  feminin- 
ity. I neither  apologized  for 
my  appearance  nor  asked 
anyone  what  they  thought 
about  it.  I was  simply  being 
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myself,  dressed  in  a way  I 
found  comfortable.  Not  sur- 
prisingly, the  girls  were  much 
quicker  to  approach  me  than 
the  guys,  but  for  the  most 
part,  no  one  made  an  issue  of 
my  crossdressing  (although 
one  person,  who  I had  not 
seen  since  graduation, 
wanted  to  know  when  I’d  had 
my  sex  change.) 

I did  wind  up  discussing 
transgendered  behavior  with 
one  old  girlfriend,  and  several 
of  the  GGs  there  (both  class- 
mates and  wives)  joined  the 
conversation  as  it  pro- 
gressed. For  the  most  part, 
they  were  very  interested  in 
my  opinions  and  seemed 
quite  happy  to  be  able  to  get 
straight  answers  to  questions 
they  asked.  (I  discovered 
along  the  way  that  Donahue, 
Geraldo,  Oprah,  and  Sally 
have  pushed  the  limits  of 
sensationalism  so  far  that 
very  few  anymore  take  us 
seriously  when  we  appear  on 
these  types  of  shows!) 

The  point  I am  trying  to 
make  in  relating  this  experi- 
ence is  that  we  are  the  best 
public  relations  agents  pos- 
sible when  it  comes  to  edu- 
cating the  public.  The  media, 
even  when  they  have  the  best 


of  intentions,  manage  to  ei- 
ther distort  the  facts  to  some 
degree  or  paint  an  extremely 
negative  picture  of  transgen- 
derism.  I should  know  ...  I’m 
part  of  that  (usually)  well- 
meaning  media! 

I know  it  is  difficult  coming 
out  of  the  closet  to  family  and 
friends.  I was  there  myself  at 
one  time.  But  coming  out  is 
exactly  what  we  must  do  if 
society’s  attitudes  are  going 
to  change.  Being  able  to  pass 
is  all  well  and  good  if  all  you 
want  to  do  is  go  about  your 
life  without  being  hassled, 
but  unless  we  “come  clean” 
with  those  we  care  about,  no 
one  is  ever  going  to  perceive 
us  as  anything  but  a deviant 
segment  of  society. 

There  is,  in  my  opinion,  no 
excuse  for  entering  this  next 
decade  with  a continued  atti- 
tude of  hiding  our  truth  from 
those  we  care  about.  Being 
open  is  the  logical  first  step 
toward  the  creation  of  a more 
accepting  public  attitude. 
And  I realize  that  what  I am 
proposing  will  be  more  diffi- 
cult for  many  than  it  is  for  me. 

No,  it’s  not  going  to  be  easy 
...  but  it  MUST  be  done! 
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Daliling! 

I never  miss  a single 
issue  of  En  Femme 
or  LadyLike. 


And,  I 
have  all 
the  other 
great 
books  by 
CDS. 


Why  don’t  you  do  the 
same  as  “Queenie”  here 
and  subscribe  to 
LadyLike  and  En 
Femme  today. 

See  page  45  for 
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Wendi  Seabreeze 


California  Correspondent 


My 

Wonderful 

World 


In  t±ie  first  two  parts  of  my 
autobiography,  we  read 
about  young  Rod  changing  in 
and  out  of  cute  girl’s  clothes, 
and  changing  in  and  out  of 
consciousness. 

We  learned  about  his  first 
alternate  personality  “Val- 
erie” that  haunted  Rod 
throughout  his  embarrassing 
and  chaotic  childhood.  But 


for  some  unexplained  reason, 
Valerie  fell  back  into  the 
mysterious  sphere  from 
which  she  came. 

This  all  occurred  during 
that  glorious  planetary  align- 
ment, which  was  the  hidden 
reason  for  the  love  and  peace 
consciousness  of  the  late 
‘60’s.  A spiritual  passion 
manifested  itself  within  the 
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youth,  which  was  then  ex- 
pressed through  their  art, 
music,  compassion  for  others 
and  their  their  desire  to  expe- 
rience other  states  of  mind. 
Through  the  use  of  mari- 
juana and  LSD  come  the  slo- 
gan “tune  in,  turn  on,  and 
drop  out.”  Rod,  too,  was 
swept  up  by  the  music  from 
heaven  and  ran  away  from 
home.  A fifteen-year-old  boy 
had  escaped  the  cruel  jeering 
of  his  parents,  to  then  hitch- 
hike the  dangerous  and  infi- 
nite roads  and  highways  of 
America.  Here  his  saga  con- 
tinues as  his  thumb  led  him 
right  into  the  hands  of  two 
malicious  men. 


A Short  Glimpse  of 
Freedom... 


On  one  eerie,  foggy  morn- 
ing, Rod  was  out  delivering 
newspapers.  He  had  his 
small  backpack  inside  the 
empty  newspaper  pouch  that 
laid  across  a rack  on  the  back 
of  his  bike.  He  rode  out  to  a 
cherry  orchard  and  hid  the 
backpack  up  in  a tree.  Then 
an  hour  later  on  his  way  to 
summer  school,  he  ran  off  in 
the  other  direction,  grabbed 
the  pack  and  ran  through  the 
orchard  to  Highway  101. 


By  chance.  Rod  soon  met 
another  hitch-hiker  who  was 
on  his  way  home  to  North 
Carolina.  Eager  for  company 
Rod  and  Bill  traveled  to- 
gether. And  before  he  was 
missed  back  at  home,  Rod 
was  riding  out  of  Needles, 
California.  Like  a mystical 
force  guiding  him,  he  was 
almost  out  of  the  state,  in  a 
manner  of  three  quick  rides 
and  on  his  way  to  Forest  City, 
North  Carolina. 

The  bum  Rod  had  met  was 
a man  in  his  late  thirties.  He 
was  quite  tall  and  skinny, 
with  short  dirty  beard  and 
droopy  Adam’s  apple.  He 
promised  to  find  Rod  a job 
when  they  got  to  his  home 
town.  Forest  City.  This  place 
was  a small  hick  town  near 
Shelby,  and  a town  that  had 
never  seen  a hippie  before. 
That’s  what  Rod  was  because 
of  his  long  straight  blond 
hair.  And  a week  later  when 
they  arrived  in  this  town.  Rod 
soon  learned  what  a redneck 
was. 

Bill  took  Rod  to  his  father’s 
house  that  stood  lop-sided  in 
a vacant  field,  five  miles  from 
town,  and  a half-mile  from 
the  nearest  house.  When 
Bill’s  dad  opened  the  front 
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door  to  let  them  in,  a putrid 
stench  almost  knocked  Rod 
over.  The  odor  of  liquor, 
smoke  and  mold,  could  be 
seen  hanging  about  in  this 
darkened  domain,  the  old 
wrinkled  man  call  home. 

“Rod,  this  my  pop,  Earl. 
Pop,  this  is  Rod,  from  Califor- 
nia,” Bill  shouted  to  his  hard- 
of-hearing  father  who  had 
stumbled  back  into  the 
kitchen  to  take  a long  swig 
from  a near  empty  bottle. 

“It’s  good  to  meet  you,”  Rod 
politely  said. 

“What’s  ya  say,  honey?” 
Earl  asked  as  he  took  bis  first 
good  look  at  Rod.  He 
stumbled  over  to  him,  took 
him  by  the  shoulders  and 
stared  with  his  alcoholic 
bloodshot  eyes.  With  spit  hit- 
ting Rod  in  his  face,  Earl 
snarled,  “Hell,  I done  thought 
my  son  had  brought  home  a 
dame!  You’re  just  wunna 
them  hippie  guys!” 

Before  Rod  could  reply.  Bill 
yelled  out,  “Leave  him  alone, 
pop!  Can’t  ya  see  you’re 
scarin’  him?” 

“Are  I scarin’  you,  boy? 
Come  over  here  and  have  a 
drink!”  Earl  ordered  as  he 
grabbed  Rod  around  the 


waist  with  one  arm,  led  him  to 
the  cabinet  for  more  booze, 
then  pushed  Rod  into  the 
chair  next  to  his.  Rod  was 
trembling  as  the  chair  rocked 
over  the  warped  wooden  floor. 
Sweat  had  beaded  up  over  his 
brows  and  his  heart  pumped 
rapidly.  He  never  had  a drink 
of  liquor  in  his  life,  but  now 
felt  that  it  might  help  settle 
his  nerves.  So  he  took  a swal- 
low from  the  bottle  as  it  was 
passed  to  him.  The  ancient- 
ancient  age  whiskey  burned 
his  virgin  throat.  Tears 
balled-up  in  his  eyes  as  the 
liquor  made  its  tortuous  way 
to  his  empty  belly.  With  a 
loud  laugh  Rod  handed  the 
bottle  to  Bill,  who  was  ram- 
bling on  about  how  much  he 
hated  his  divorced  wife. 

Soon  the  three  of  them  were 
laughing  at  jokes  and  eating 
old  cheese  on  stale  wheat 
bread.  The  alcohol  had  loos- 
ened Rod’s  tongue.  He  blab- 
bered on  about  how  he  was 
treated  by  his  parents,  and 
told  them  he  was  a runaway. 
After  an  hour  he  could  no 
longer  hold  up  his  head.  It  fell 
to  the  sticky  table  as  Rod 
passed  out  there  in  his  chair. 
Bill  and  Earl  began  to  formu- 
late a plot,  that  not  even  they 
knew  would  cause  the  begin  - 
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ning  of  a new  personality. 
They  were  unaware  of  the 
complexities  that  stirred 
deep  within  the  grotto  of 
Rod’s  mind. 

“Ya  think  this  kid  would 
look  nice  in  a dress,  don’t  ya 
son?”  Earl  asked. 

“Yeah,  pop!  With  his  long 
hair  and  cute  face.  He  would 
make  for  a fine  broad,”  Bill 
answered  as  his  head  bobbed 
form  side  to  side.  He  grabbed 
a few  felt  pens  out  of  a cup 
from  behind  him.  Then 
reached  across  the  table 
laughing,  and  drew  some 
blue  on  Rod’s  eyelids. 

“Let  me  have  that  red  one, 
son!  I think  he  needs  some 
red  lips  and  cheeks!”  Earl 
laughed  while  he  smeared  the 
red  ink  on  Rod. 

“Wow,  hardy,  oh!”  They 
both  howled,  getting  drunker 
than  ever. 

“So  ya  think  we  oughta 
make  him  our  maid,  huh, 

son?” 

“Right,  pop.  Let’s  make  him 
our  sissy  slave.  This  house 
does  need  a lot  of  cleanin’. 
Oh,  hell,  isn’t  he  cute!”  Bill 
yelled.  “Now  all  he  needs  is  a 
dress!” 


It  quieted  for  a minute  as 
the  men  finished  off  another 
bottle.  It  was  black  outside, 
and  only  a single  light  bulb 
glowed  over  the  kitchen  table 
where  they  all  sat.  For  some 
reason  the  light  seemed  to 
sway  like  a pendulum,  hang- 
ing from  the  burnt  wire.  The 
leaky  water  heater  dripped, 
dripped,  dripped,  into  a 
puddle  that  must  have  ex- 
isted for  years.  Rats  scuttled 
across  the  hard  wooden 
floors,  and  the  crickets  in  the 
walls  chattered  about  some- 
thing unimportant. 

Earl  was  barely  able  to  lift 
his  wrinkled  face  out  from 
between  his  hands.  Drool  ran 
from  the  side  of  his  blistered 
lips  as  he  finally  broke  the 
silence. 

“Ya  know,  son,  I think  yer 
old  lady  left  her  wedding 
dress  in  that  trunk  in  the 
cellar.  Do  ya  think  ya  can 
drag  yer-self  down  there  to 
check?” 

“Oh,  I don’t  know.  My  head 
a’really  spinnin’.  Guess  I do 
need  to  stand  up  for  awhile. 
Let  me  get  a smoke  from  ya 
first.” 

Bill  lit  the  Viceroy,  then 
pushed  himself  up  off  the 
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chair.  As  soon  as  he  was  on 
his  feet,  he  went  crashing  to 
the  floor.  First  he  knocked 
over  a chair,  then  smashed 
into  a wall.  This  woke  up  Rod 
for  a second.  When  he  did, 
Earl  and  Bill  picked  him  up 
out  of  the  chair,  carried  him 
into  the  living  room,  if  you 
could  call  it  that,  and  laid  him 
on  the  sofa. 

Within  a few  minutes  Bill 
returned  from  the  cellar.  He 
brought  up  an  old  satin  and 
lace  wedding  gown,  some  lace 
gloves,  a sexy  basque  with 
matching  lace  panties,  and  a 
pair  of  white  silk  stockings. 

“This  stuff  brings  back 
some  old  memories.  1-1  can 
remember  when  Cathy  first 
wore  these  things,  and  how- 
how  I had  such  a fun  time 
undressing  her  on  our  wed- 
ding night,”  Bill  explained 
with  an  ear-to-ear  grin. 

The  two  struggled  as  they 
took  off  Rod’s  clothes.  He  laid 
there  on  the  sofa  moaning 
and  squirming  about.  They 
pulled  up  the  basque  from 
the  feet  first.  Then  with  great 
difficulty  put  on  the  panties, 
stockings,  the  gown  and  the 
gloves.  Bill  went  into  the 
kitchen  to  fetch  another 
bottle  of  booze.  When  he  re- 


turned he  saw  Earl  had  Rod 
sitting  up  and  was  rubbing 
his  legs  and  kissing  on  him. 

“Hey,  what’s  ya  doin’  to  by 
girl!”  Bill  shouted  in  a jeal- 
ous-like  rage. 

“Why,  hell,  son,  this  kid 
looks  so  lovely  in  this  dress 
and  his  soft  long  hair,  I just 
couldn’t  resist  pretending  he 
was  really  a dame.”  Earl 
explained,  as  he  quickly 
moved  away  from  Rod.  Then 
scarcely  able  to  stand,  he 
went  outside  and  brought 
back  a long  heavy  tow  chain 
and  two  padlocks.  He 
wrapped  one  end  of  the  chain 
around  Rod’s  ankle  and 
locked  it. 

“Just  so  our  little  slave 
don’t  wake  up  and  run  off 
while  we’re  sleepin’.  This 
oughta  hold  him  rightly  so,” 
Earl  said  as  he  padlocked  the 
other  end  to  the  leg  of  the 
water  heater,  way  out  in  the 
kitchen. 

“Good  idea,  pop,  good 
idea,”  Bill  mumbled  as  his 
father  went  down  the  hall  to 
his  room.  Bill  sat  on  the  sofa 
stroking  Rod’s  hair  as  his 
head  laid  in  Bill’s  lap.  He 
rubbed  his  other  hand  all 
over  on  Rod,  then  fell  asleep. 
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The  next  morning  the  sun 
was  late  to  rise.  Beams 
gleamed  through  the  moth 
holed  curtains,  as  Rod  laid  on 
the  sofa  in  the  moldy  wedding 
gown.  His  face  was  a painted 
mess  of  felt  pen  ink.  And 
there  was  a strange  expres- 
sion etched  into  his  face,  as 
he  stared  at  the  cracked  plas- 
ter on  the  ceiling  above. 

Bill  had  made  his  way  to  the 
floor  during  the  night,  and 
was  the  next  on  to  wake  up. 
He  found  Rod  tugging  at  the 
chain,  trying  to  get  free.  “Why 
an  I chained  up  like  this?” 
Rod  screamed  in  an  odd 
English  accent.  “Who  are 
you?  Who  am  I?  And  where 
am  I?”  then  he  fell  over  onto 
the  floor,  crying  like  a girl. 

This  was  not  Rod.  It  was 
someone  who  came  creeping 
out  of  a past  life.  This  was  a 
person  who  leaped  from  a 
dream  into  a nightmare, 
afraid  and  lost.  This  was  a 
personality  without  a name 
or  sense  of  reality. 

Earl  came  down  the  hall  in 
his  underwear,  yelling  what 
was  all  the  noise  about.  This 
person  from  behind  Rod’s 
eyes  asked  who  he  was  also. 

“What  do  ya  mean,  who  am 


I and  who  are  you?  Pull 
yerself  together  girl,  ya  have  a 
busy  day  ahead  of  ya!”  Earl 
rudely  shouted. 

“But  I don’t  know  my 
name,:  she  quietly  sobbed, 
showing  that  this  was  a girl  in 
Rod’s  body.  “Please  tell  me 
who  I am?” 

Bill  and  Earl  laughed  as 
they  walked  out  into  the 
kitchen  to  discuss  something 
beyond  the  ears  of  this  fright- 
ened girl-like  person.  Then 
they  returned  and  dragged 
Rod  out  into  the  kitchen.  He 
stood  in  shame  as  Earl  and 
Bill  scolded  him. 

“Why  haven’t  ya  cleaned  up 
this  mess,  Janet?”  Earl 
yelled,  pushing  her  around. 

“Is  that  my  name?  Is  my 
name  Janet?” 

“Of  course  it  is  yo  foolish 
kid!”  Bill  shouted  as  he 
slapped  her  across  the  back 
of  her  head.  “Cook  us 
sumpin’  to  eat,  then  clean  up 
this  mess!  You  been  a bad  girl 
so  we  put  ya  on  this  chain  as 
punishment.  Lookit  this! 
Why’d  ya  let  it  get  so  filthy?” 

“I’m  sorry  sir.  I’ll  cook  right 
away,”  Janet  cried  as  she 
tugged  on  the  chain. 


- 24- 


The  Essence  of  Janet 


Two  weeks  later  Janet  was 
still  cleaning  house,  and 
walking  around  in  a mindless 
daze.  Her  face  was  emotion- 
less, her  fingers  shriveled  and 
worn  from  the  household 
cleaning  chemicals.  The  wed- 
ding gown  had  become  a dirty 
tattered  rag. 

Her  long  hair  was  in  knots, 
like  her  life  then  was.  This 
was  all  she  knew,  hard  work, 
the  soiled  gown,  and  the 
chain  and  cellar.  She  was 
without  creative  thought, 
and  powerless  to  rebel 
against  her  masters.  She  was 
only  let  off  the  chain  at  night, 
when  she  was  tied  to  an  old 
rotten  bed  in  the  cellar.  There 
she  laid  awake  at  night,  terri- 
fied of  the  creatures  that 
lurked  around  her. 

After  two  more  tortuous 
weeks  had  passed,  Janet  was 
finally  able  to  clean  up. 

One  night  after  she  had 
worked  eighteen  hours  clean- 
ing the  cellar,  Earl  dragged 
her  upstairs  into  the  bath- 
room. There  she  was  shoved 
into  the  bathtub  in  her  rags. 


as  Earl  splashed  bucket  after 
bucket  of  chilly  mountain 
water  over  her.  She  huddled 
over  in  the  tub,  as  Earl  cut  off 
the  rags  with  a knife.  Then  he 
squirted  her  with  liquid  soap 
and  forced  Janet  to  scrub  up 
with  a Brillo  pad.  She  washed 
her  hair  and  was  rinsed  off 
with  a few  more  buckets  of 
freezing  water.  She  was  then 
dragged  back  into  the  cellar 
and  tossed  on  her  bed.  There 
she  sat  naked  and  shivering 
in  the  dark  on  her  bed,  with 
no  sheet  or  blankets. 

Later  a car  pulled  up  in 
front  of  the  house.  And  after  a 
few  minutes  Bill  went  into  the 
cellar  carrying  two  large 
stuffed  gunny  sacks.  He  had 
broken  into  a thrift  store,  and 
had  stolen  some  clothes  and 
things  for  Janet, 

“Here,  I got  ya  some  stuff,” 
he  said  as  he  dumped  out 
both  sacks  on  the  floor  in 
front  of  her  bed.  Janet’s  eyes 
grew  wide  as  she  scanned 
over  the  array  of  dresses, 
skirts,  blouses,  slips,  pant- 
ies, purses  and  packets  of 
pantyhose. 

But  the  first  thing  to  really 
catch  her  eye  was  a sheet  and 
pretty  quilt  that  she  quickly 
put  on  her  bed.  Bill  left  her 
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alone  to  get  dressed  and  put 
her  new  things  away.  On  his 
way  up  he  said,  “I’m  cornin’ 
back  in  two  hours.  Ya  better 
be  lookin’  be-yoo-ti-ful!” 

After  he  had  shut  the  door, 
Janet  started  to  show  some 
signs  of  life.  First  she  dragged 
an  antique  mirror  over  to  her 
bed,  stacked  up  some  old 
wooden  crates  and  threw  a 
scarf  over  the  top.  She 
scrambled  through  the  pile 
and  found  a lot  of  make-up 
and  jewelry,  that  she  neatly 
arranged  over  the  scarf-cov- 
ered crates.  Hardly  without 
any  thought,  Janet  fashioned 
some  clothes  hangers  out  of 
wire  she  bent  off  from  a huge 
spool.  She  also  hooked  a 
piece  of  wire  around  a nail  in 
the  wall,  and  the  other  end 
she  wrapped  around  the  post 
on  top  of  the  mirror.  From 
this  she  hung  some  clothes. 
She  neatly  folded  the  shirts 
and  undies,  and  placed  them 
in  another  crate  with  the 
packets  of  pantyhose.  With 
her  acquired  female  instincts 
she  was  able  to  get  properly 
dressed.  Sitting  on  the  edge  of 
the  bed  she  put  on  her  eye 
shadow,  liner  and  mascara 
like  a pro.  Somehow  it 
seemed  that  "Valerie’s”  expe- 
rience in  applying  make-up 


was  available  to  Janet’s  con- 
sciousness. Or  this  may  have 
been  knowledge  from  a life 
once  lived. 

After  getting  into  a tight 
ploy-jacquard  scarlet  dress, 
and  golden  high  heels,  she 
glided  across  the  cellar  floor 
in  a stroll  that  would  deceive 
any  man’s  eyes.  She  finished 
drying  her  hair,  blotted  on  a 
little  face  powder,  and  colored 
her  lips  with  bright  ruby  red 
lipstick.  And  with  the  pair  of 
marcasite  drop  leaf  earrings 
dangling  from  her  ears,  she 
looked  stunning.  Here  was  a 
handsome  young  man  being 
transformed  into  a beautiful 
young  girl,  but  the  will  of 
Rod’s  immortal  spirit.  And  I 
calmly  wait  for  my  turn  to  be 
in  the  spot  light... 

Bill  returned  and  stood  at 
the  bottom  of  the  stairs  in 
astonishment.  “How  do  I 
look?”  Janet  giddily  asked  as 
she  twirled  about. 

“Oh,  yes,  yes,  ohhh,  yes  yer 
a ravishin’  babe!”  Bill  bolted 
out  as  he  gave  Janet  a big 
hug.  She  hugged  him  back, 
and  for  the  first  time  in  a 
month  she  was  smiling.  Her 
identity  was  being  formed 
spontaneously.  And  within 
the  silky  slip  and  wonderfully 
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exciting  dress,  her  femininity 
began  to  unfold. 

“Come  on  babe,  yer  gonna 
put  on  a show  for  me  and 
pop,”  Bill  explained  as  he  led 
Janet  up  the  stairs  with  one 
arm  tightly  around  her  waist. 
“Yer  gonna  dance  for  us  at 
our  little  party!” 

In  the  living  room  Earl 
rested  on  the  sofa,  eagerly 
waiting  to  see  Janet  all 
dressed  up.  When  she  made 
her  entry  ahead  of  Bill,  Earl 
actually  stood  up  in  an  un- 
conscious gentlemanly  man- 
ner and  said,  “Oh  my  God! 
Ain’t  ya  beautiful!”  He  took 
her  gently  by  the  hand,  and 
with  greed  sat  her  down  on 
the  sofa  next  to  him. 

“Have  a drink,”  he  politely 
ordered,  as  he  poured  some 
triple  A whiskey  into  a glass 
over  ice,  and  handed  it  to  her. 

Bill  interrupted,  “Wait  a 
second  there,  pop!  Don’t  ya 
get  too  friendly  with  my  girl! 
Come  here  pumpkin  and  sit 
on  my  lap!”  When  she  started 
to  stand  up,  Earl  grabbed  her 
with  both  hands  around  her 
tiny  waist  and  held  Janet 
tight. 

“Yer  gonna  be  mine,  right 
sweetheart?”  He  soothed  her 


while  rubbing  on  her  leg. 

“You’re  my  bitch!”  Bill 
shouted  as  he  jumped  over 
and  seized  her  from  the  evil 
clutches  of  his  father.  “Get 
over  there  and  start  dancin’!” 

He  switched  on  the  radio 
and  made  Janet  dance  to 
some  country  music,  as  he 
sat  aroused  in  his  chair, 
drinking  out  of  his  own  bottle. 

Earl  watched  in  awe  and 
yelled,  “Hey  ya  little  faggot, 
yer  sur  lookin’  mighty  fine! 
Sure  wish  the  gang  at  Ruther- 
ford ton’s  Bar  could  see  this. 
Hell,  sweetie,  they’d  never 
know  yer  a boy!”  Janet  just 
smiled,  while  Bill  and  Earl 
looked  at  each  other  from 
across  the  room,  laughing. 

A slow  song  played  on  the 
old  radio  as  Janet  continued 
to  dance.  She,  without  worry, 
enticingly  swayed  her  hips 
around,  and  slowly  swung 
her  arms  to  the  mood  of  the 
melody.  Her  eyes  were  gently 
closed  and  her  head  slightly 
tilted  back.  Her  beyond-the- 
shoulder  length  hair  magi- 
cally glittered  against  the 
shine  of  the  sleeveless  scarlet 
dress.  Her  mind  had  escaped 
to  a dream  through  the 
clouds.  She  was  a lovely  vas- 
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sal  doing  the  waltz  in  the 
arms  of  a prince,  at  the 
queens  ball. 

But  then  from  the  clouds 
the  mysterious  sable  sphere 
descended,  and  shot  a beam 
of  silver  light  into  her  heart.  A 
wonderful  spark  had  then 
appeared  to  become  Janet’s 
savior.  She  then  understood 
all,  sighed  and  smiled. 

The  next  song  as  upbeat 
and  hot.  Her  dancing  became 
lustful  and  reckless.  She  took 
large  swallows  from  Bill’s 
whiskey  bottle,  and  lifted  the 
hem  of  her  dress  several 
times  to  show  off  her  legs,  and 
teased  them  with  the  wiggling 
of  her  exposed  panties.  Then 
down  into  the  cellar  she  ran, 
and  quickly  changed  into  a 
beige  suede  mini-dress,  with 
a four  inch  wide  black  leather 
belt  and  matching  knee  high 
boots.  And  ripping  off  a pearl 
bracelet,  she  slipped  on  a set 
of  gold  bangles.  Racing  back 
up  the  stairs  she  jumped  into 
Bill’s  lap  and  passionately 
made-out  with  him.  Another 
fast  song  came  on  the  radio, 
she  hopped  up  with  a glass  of 
booze  and  sexually  twisted 
her  body  around,  dancing. 
Purposefully,  she  fell  over  the 
center  table  onto  the  sofa 


with  Earl.  They  started  grab- 
bing and  kissed  on  one  an- 
other. Then  Janet  slid  her 
hand  up  his  shirt  and  boldly 
rubbed  on  his  hairy  chest. 
Bill  darted  over  and  yanked 
her  off  his  father,  shoved  her 
behind  the  cellar  door  and 
locked  it.  She  could  hear  Bill 
and  Earl  fighting  as  she 
slowly  walked  down  the 
creeping  stairs  into  her  dun- 
geon. She  was  not  ashamed 
of  her  extravagant  behavior, 
because  it  was  all  an  act. 

Down  in  the  cellar,  Janet 
played  with  her  new  second 
hand  clothes.  She  was  at  joy 
in  her  own  world  and  mar- 
veled over  the  sweetest 
things.  The  spiritual  spark 
that  have  overtaken  her,  ex- 
plained that  she  did  not  be- 
long there,  and  must  escape. 
She  realized  she  was  being 
held  captive,  and  so  planned 
to  turn  father  against  son,  in 
hopes  that  it  would  lead  to  a 
getaway.  As  the  pounding 
continued  above  her,  she 
knew  her  plan  was  under- 
way. Unfortunately,  however, 
later  that  night  Bill  came  into 
the  cellar  and  viciously  beat 
and  raped  her  for  her  harlot 
act. 

But  a day  later,  he  returned 
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with  a calmer  manner  bring- 
ing Janet  some  food  and 
water.  He  explained  that  he 
had  gotten  a job  and  had  to  go 
to  work.  He  sat  next  to  her  in 
bed,  and  gave  her  a long  kiss. 

“I’ll  missya,  honey,”  he  said 
as  he  climbed  up  the  stairs.  “I 
gave  orders  to  pop  to  leave  ya 
alone.  And  to  make  sure  he 
does.  I’m  gonna  nail  ya  in!” 

A few  days  later,  Janet 
heard  the  nails  pulled  from 
the  door.  Bill  rushed  down 
with  a bag  of  food  and  some 
water.  He  explained  that  his 
job  took  him  out  of  town,  and 
wouldn’t  be  back  until  Satur- 
day. Again  he  kissed  her  goo- 
dbye and  nailed  the  door 
shut.  He  could  be  heard  driv- 
ing away  as  he  burned  rubber 
down  the  road.  Then  in  just  a 
few  hours,  she  heard  nails 
pulled  from  the  door. 

Down  came  inebriated 
Earl!  he  found  Janet  sitting 
quietly  on  the  bed,  filing  her 
nails.  “Alrighty,  ya  little 
queer,  yer  all  mine  now!”  Earl 
shouted,  thinking  that  Janet 
was  just  a guy  sissy,  and 
unaware  of  her  unique  state 
of  mind.  He  jumped  on  her 
and  quickly  tied  her  to  the 
bed,  as  she  struggled  and 
screamed.  He  insanely  tore 


off  her  pretty  rose  patterned 
dress,  and  did  terrible  things 
to  her,  nasty  acts  too  awful  to 
write  about. 

When  he  was  finished,  he 
pulled  out  a knife  and  threat- 
ened to  kill  her  if  she  told  Bill 
what  he  had  done.  He  cut  the 
ropes,  took  them  with  him 
and  nailed  the  door  shut  in 
the  same  holes. 

Janet  cried  all  day  and 
night,  and  not  only  because 
she  had  been  sexually  as- 
saulted, but  because  Earl 
had  destroyed  her  favorite 
dress. 

“I  swear  I’ll  get  even  with 
him!”  she  whispered  to  an 
imaginary  friend  she  had 
created.  “Yes,  something  bad 
is  going  to  happen  to  that 
stinky  old  man!” 

Nevertheless,  the  days  got 
much  worse  for  her,  before 
they  got  better.  Everyday  that 
Bill  was  at  work,  Earl  would 
drag  Janet  up  the  stairs,  and 
make  her  do  laborious  house- 
work and  dreadful  things 
with  him.  She  feared  for  her 
life  at  times,  playing  Earl’s 
sick  games.  But  she  would 
act  mindless  as  he  would 
abuse  her  and  toss  her 
around.  He  was  a strong  old 
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man,  and  could  kill  her  at  any 
time.  However,  behind  her 
trance-like  stare,  there  was  a 
mind  at  work,  living  out  dif- 
ferent and  complex  scenar- 
ios, plotting  an  escape. 

Janet  couldn’t  dig  her  way 
out  of  the  cellar.  And  if  she 
did,  where  would  she  go?  She 
could  go  to  the  police,  or  tell 


Bill  what  Earl  was  doing.  But 
after  another  month  had 
passed  by,  she  still  hadn’t 
done  so.  Earl’s  mind  was 
poisoned  with  alcohol,  and 
his  cruel  nauseating  torture 
and  games  became  routing. 


NEXT:  A Second  Chance 
for  Freedom... 
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Transvestism , 

Women 


81  Politics 


Transvestism  was  first  de- 
scribed in  detail  by  Magnus 
Hirschfeld  at  the  beginning  of 
the  twentieth  century1,  al- 
though the  same  phenome- 
non had  been  described  by 
Havelock  Ellis  under  the  term 
Eonism  during  the  same  pe- 
riod2. Though  the  term  trans- 
vestism literally  means 
cross-dressing,  Ellis  put  a 
limitation  on  the  term  which 
Hirschfeld  had  not,  namely 
that  the  cross-dresser  not 
only  received  pleasure  in 
dressing  and  acting  like  a 
member  of  the  opposite  sex, 
but  was  heterosexual. 

Sexologists  are  still  debat- 
ing this  limitation  since  as 
our  knowledge  grows,  mat- 
ters become  far  more  compli- 


cated especially  when  dealing 
with  crossdressing  by  fe- 
males and  by  homosexuals 
and  lesbians.  This  article, 
however,  is  concerned  with 
male  heterosexual  transves- 
tites. The  thesis  of  this  article 
is  that  these  men  who  get 
pleasure  from  dressing  and 
acting  as  members  of  the 
opposite  sex,  at  least  in  their 
fantasy  literature,  have  a 
stereotypical  view  of  the  fe- 
male and  of  gender  roles  in 
society. 

While  transvestite  fantasy 
literature  dates  at  least  from 
the  seventeenth  century  and 
the  Abbe  de  Choisy  (1644- 
1 724)  who  wrote  of  his  adven- 
tures of  living  as  a woman3, 
most  of  it  dates  from  1 960  on. 
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The  reason  for  this  is  due 
primarily  to  a heterosexual 
transvestite  known  as  Vir- 
ginia Prince.  Prince  (also 
known  as  Virginia  Bruce) 
began  publishing  a magazine 
called  Transvestia  in  1960 
from  Los  Angeles.  The  suc- 
cess of  the  magazine  soon 
lead  to  an  organization  of 
transvestites  formed  into  a 
sorority.  Phi  Pi  Epsilon, 
which  held  meetings  and 
events  for  men  who  gained 
pleasure  through  dressing  as 
and  impersonating  women. 
Prince  established  a corre- 
spondence club,  sold  trans- 
vestite oriented  merchan- 
dise, and  traveled  around  the 
country  (and  eventually  the 
world)  meeting  individual 
transvestites  and  organizing 
groups.  As  the  transvestite 
group  emerged,  conflicts  also 
arose  and  other  groups  and 
publications  also  entered  the 
field.  While  Prince  is  now 
more  or  less  retired,  the  pub- 
lications she  started  con- 
tinue and  she  has  come  to  be 
regarded  as  sort  of  a Grand 
Dame  of  transvestites  both  in 
this  country  and  wherever 
organized  groups  exist. 

(“She”  is  the  proper  pro- 
noun for  Virginia  since  she 
has  lived  as  a woman  for 


twenty  years,  although  ana- 
tomical she  remains  a male. 
Genderwise,  however,  she  is 
a woman  and  she  pioneered 
the  concept  of  gender  as 
being  distinct  from  anatomi- 
cal sex.) 

Various  transvestite  sup- 
port groups  around  the  world 
now  hold  public  meetings 
where  they  appear  as  women 
and  hold  seminars  on  make- 
up, clothing,  feminine  behav- 
ior and  so  forth. 

How  numerous  transves- 
tites are  is  not  known.  I can 
make  only  estimates  and 
then  I can  only  say  there  are  a 
large  number.  For  example, 
whenever  I speak  on  the 
subject,  I usually  get  a num- 
ber of  letters  and  telephone 
calls  from  people  asking  for 
more  information.  Many  ref- 
use to  give  their  name  but 
want  to  meet  other  transves- 
tites. An  article  on  some  of  my 
research  in  the  Buffalo,  New 
York,  newspaper  led  to  about 
100  letters  and  phone  calls 
either  to  me,  my  wife,  or  one  of 
the  organizations  that  I men- 
tioned. 

Since  there  are  approxi- 
mately one  million  people  in 
the  area,  this  suggests  at 
least  a Mooo  ratio.  This  is  the 
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minimum.  There  are  also 
many  organized  groups. 

Ultimately,  however,  the 
answer  depends  upon  defini- 
tion. Organized  transvestism 
appeals  primarily  to  those 
males  who  want  to  dress 
completely  as  women  and 
seemingly  the  ultimate  ambi- 
tion is  to  pass  as  a woman 
occasionally  without  being 
read. 

Obviously  reality  often 
interferes  with  the  ideal  and 
only  a small  proportion  of  the 
organized  transvestites  ever 
try  to  pass  as  a woman  out- 
side of  the  confines  of  their 
home  or  meeting  places.  It 
does  mean,  however,  that 
transvestites  as  a group 
spend  a significant  amount  of 
time  learning  about  what 
being  a woman  entails.  For 
those  who  cannot  pass  or 
who  have  jobs  or  social  posi- 
tions which  would  make  the 
possibility  of  exposure  ex- 
tremely threatening,  reading 
about  transvestism  can  allow 
them  to  live  some  parts  of 
their  fantasy. 

As  members  have  grown,  so 
has  the  literature  aimed  at 
them  and  this  literature  is 
generally  of  two  types,  auto- 
biographical or  fictional,  it  is 


this  latter  type  of  literature 
which  might  best  be  entitled 
fantasy  literature  with  which 
this  article  is  concerned. 

Before  turning  to  the  litera- 
ture, however,  I should  report 
on  some  of  the  findings  of 
some  of  my  previous  studies 
on  gender  roles  of  TVs.  One  of 
the  major  findings  in  socio- 
logical terms  of  those  TVs 
who  belonged  to  organiza- 
tions or  subscribed  (as  dis- 
tinct from  buying  them  off  the 
newsstand)  to  TV  publica- 
tions was  their  status  and 
income.  Using  a standard 
occupational  prestige  scale 
which  ranges  between  a high 
of  94  for  Supreme  Court 
Justice  to  34  for  workers  at 
the  lowest  level  of  occupa- 
tional prestige  (shoe  shining 
for  example)4,  the  TVs  ranked 
on  the  average  at  71,  with  a 
median  of  75.  With  some 
exceptions,  moreover,  they 
were  not  in  what  could  be 
called  stereotypically  femi- 
nine jobs.  Instead  they  were 
over-represented  in  stere- 
otypical male  occupations 
such  as  engineer  or  account- 
ant, high  prestige  jobs  tradi- 
tionally dominated  by  males5. 
Similarly  the  transvestites  as 
children  seemed  to  have  been 
for  the  most  part  to  have  a 
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standard  stereotypical  boy- 
hood, i.e.  active  in  sports, 
good  students,  and  so  forth, 
and  in  fact  crossdressing 
sometimes  seemed  to  be  an 
escape  from  this  stereotypi- 
cal youth.  Similarly  cross- 
dressing as  an  adult  was  said 
to  be  relaxing  to  them,  to 
escape  the  limitations  of  the 
male  role  to  which  they  sub- 
scribe. 

The  traditional  biographi- 
cal sketch  indicates  how  a 
person  who  is  otherwise  usu- 
ally a successful  person  in  his 
male  life,  combines  cross- 
dressing with  his  profes- 
sional life,  often  on  weekends 
or  even  by  wearing  women’s 
lingerie  under  his  male  cloth- 
ing while  at  work  (it  makes 
undressing  in  the  locker 
room  a difficult  problem.) 

Most  transvestites  explain 
that  they  continue  to 
crossdress  because  it  allows 
them  to  show  a different  side 
of  their  persona  than  they 
normally  can.  They  can  be 
less  demanding,  more  yield- 
ing, more  supportive,  more 
sympathetic  to  others.  In 
short  they  seem  to  be  caught 
in  their  John  Wayne  ma- 
chismo role  of  being  a male. 

Inevitably  then  the  fictional 


fantasy  literature  somehow 
demonstrates  to  them  the 
potential  of  being  a different 
persona  while  dressing  and 
acting  as  a woman. 

The  theme  of  the  literature 
is  somehow  finding  an  excuse 
to  put  a rather  dominant 
male  into  women’s  clothing 
whereupon  his  personality 
undergoes  a radical  change. 
Often  the  person  initiating 
the  change  is  a wife  or  woman 
friend  who  wants  to  demon- 
strate to  the  man  that  there  is 
more  to  life  than  being  domi- 
neering and  machismo. 

An  example  is  a story  en- 
titled Barbara.  The  man, 
Paul,  who  is  on  this  way  to 
becoming  Barbara,  some- 
thing he  did  to  save  his  mar- 
riage which  was  failing  be- 
cause he  was  so  demanding, 
states  that  he  feels  different 
when  crossdressed,  “I  am 
able  to  come  to  you  with  such 
a fuller  feeling6.” 

Chevalier  Publications, 
originally  founded  by  Virginia 
Prince,  did  a whole  series  of 
stories  including  Fated  for 
Femininity,  (a  boy  becomes  a 
beauty  queen  and  then  the 
bride  of  another  “pretty”  girl); 
I Am  A Male  Actress,  (a  re- 
porter impersonates  a star. 
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gets  contract,  marries  the 
star);  Tales  From  a Pink  Mir- 
ror, (a  boy  becomes  a girl  in  a 
special  school);  From  Martin 
to  Marion,  (a  transvestite 
story  in  three  books);  The 
Turnabout  Party,  (George 
goes  to  a party  as  Sally,  finds 
a new  life  and  friends);  His 
and  Hers  Equals  Theirs,  (wife 
borrows  Steve’s  clothes,  he 
does  the  same,  becomes 
Stephanie);  Schoolgirl  in  The 
Secret  Service,  (two  boy  cous- 
ins become  girls,  attend  a 
girl’s  school  and  work  with 
British  Secret  Service).  This 
last  story  is  particularly 
chauvinistic  since  it  seems  to 
imply  that  a real  woman 
could  not  become  a secret 
agent;  only  a man  dressed  as 
a woman  can.  Increasingly  as 
the  transvestite  movement 
grew,  the  literature  became 
somewhat  more  varied  and 
increased  in  volume.  Cur- 
rently there  are  seven  or  eight 
publishers  regularly  issuing 
fiction  designed  for  the  trans- 
vestite audience. 

Virginia  Prince  once  wrote 
that  the  problem  of  how  to 
deal  with  the  feminine  side  of 
his  nature  is  the  biggest  prob- 
lem facing  a male  as  he  grows 
up.  Femininity  is  in  every 
male  as  masculinity  is  every 


female,  but  the  male  does  not 
have  the  freedom  to  express 
all  facets  of  his  personality  as 
the  female  does7. 

What  this  has  meant  is 
terms  of  transvestite  fiction  is 
that  the  women  in  them  are 
cardboard  figures,  and  the 
men  who  crossdress  do  so  in 
order  to  express  their  femi- 
nine persona  and  thus  adopt 
the  caricature  of  the  female. 
Reading  transvestite  fiction, 
one  would  think  the  ordinary 
woman  spent  a good  part  of 
her  time  in  getting  dressed, 
putting  on  make-up,  going  to 
beauty  parlors  and  shopping. 
In  the  TV  literature,  the 
“male”  woman  does  all  these 
things,  especially  shopping. 
A number  of  transvestite 
characters  who  change  their 
identity  in  the  literature  be- 
come hairdressers,  secretar- 
ies, and  nurses,  although 
they  also  become  actresses 
and  models.  Though  fictional 
transvestites  rebel  against 
the  loss  in  income  and  status, 
they  tend  to  regard  this  as 
normal.  In  the  past  two  or 
three  years  there  has  been  a 
growing  consciousness  of  the 
limitations  of  the  traditional 
women’s  role,  but  transves- 
tites are  not  in  the  forefront  of 
women’s  liberation. 
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One  of  the  more  perceptive 
writers  in  recent  transvestite 
literature,  who  wrote  under 
the  pen  name  of  Robin  Esch, 
had  recently  attended  a 
woman’s  leadership  confer- 
ence (as  a woman). 

“At  a women’s  leadership 
conference  I attended 
last  month  (as  a woman) 
a major  point  was  made 
about  the  ‘problem  of  the 
missing  middle  box.’  The 
leader  drew  two  boxes, 
with  dark  solid  line 
boundaries,  on  either 
side  of  a middle  box 
shown  with  light  dotted 
lines.  In  the  dark  box  at 
one  end  she  wrote  words 
like  ‘nice’,  ‘sweet’,  ‘femi- 
nine’, ‘soft’,  ‘weak’,  ‘sub- 
missive’, ‘doormat.’  At 
the  other  end  she  put  in 
the  words  ‘strong’, 
‘bossy’,  ‘loud’,  ‘pushy’, 
‘bitchy’,  ‘aggressive’, 
‘unfeminine’,  ‘unlovable.’ 
Her  point  was  that  many 
women  have  only  these 
two  choices,  have  not 
developed  a middle  box, 
with  terms  like  ‘feminine 
but  assertive’,  ‘effectual’, 
‘principled’,  ‘caring  but 
self-respecting’,  ‘up- 
front’, ‘attractive’,  ‘taken 
seriously.’ 


Many  of  us  in  the  cross- 
gender community  have 
an  analogous  problem, 
we  also  have  only  two 
boxes  at  our  disposal. 
One...  box  is  labeled 
‘masculine’,  ‘strong’, 
‘tough’,  ‘crude’,  ‘left- 
brain’,  ‘aggressive’,  ‘hard 
bargainer’,  ‘argumenta- 
tive’, ‘unfeminine.’  Our 
other  box  is  pretty  much 
like  the  weak  woman 
box.  Unfortunately,  so 
far  this  weak  woman  box 
may  represent  the  only 
way  we  have  available  to 
remain  in  a feminine 
behavior  mode”. 

Obviously,  if  transvestites 
who  pride  themselves  on 
studying  women,  imitating 
women,  even  living  as 
women,  think  of  women  as 
two  dimensional  creatures 
with  the  proper  woman  being 
submissive,  sweet,  soft,  etal., 
then  it  indicates  just  how  far 
society  has  to  go  to  change. 
Perhaps,  it  is  true  that  the 
transvestites  persist  in  pre- 
serving a one-sided  view  of 
woman  because  in  a sense 
they  can  play  both  the  male 
role  (as  a man)  and  the  tradi- 
tional female  role  while 
crossdressed.  The  problem, 
however,  is  probably  much 
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deeper  than  simply  opening 
up  new  opportunities  for 
women.  While  we  have 
worked  at  redefining  what  it 
means  to  be  feminine,  the 
major  problem  seems  to  be  in 
redefining  what  it  means  to 
be  masculine.  The  labels  on 
the  man  (or  boy)  who  appears 
to  have  feminine  qualities 
remain  harsh.  The  transves- 
tite has  solved  it  by  adopting 
another  persona,  but  by 
doing  so  they  help  preserve  a 
stereotype.  Our  major  prior- 
ity over  the  next  few  years 
would  seem  to  be  a major 
society  re-education  of  what 
it  means  to  be  a male.  John 
Wayne  might  well  be  dead, 
but  his  spirit  lives  on. 
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Helpful  Hint: 

Need  an  easy  way  to  clean  your  face  of  makeup? 

Use  baby-wipes.  They  are  soft  and  contain  lotions  that  will 
dissolve  makeup  and  dirt.  They’re  available  in  travel  packs. 


- 38  - 


§ 

u 

§ 

•44 

1 ^ 

lb 

I *4 

t .T-* 

§ 

8 


X 

cn  o -2 

<"rt  ^ CD 
Zi  i (N 

iM  Jd  I 


(1) 


.5  at, 

8 fr2 

g- 

a>“ 

C A* 


ON 

OS 


»-l  <S 

Oh  Hh 

cd 


• 4* 

Vi 


Vi 

si 

o 


8 o 
| S 

^ g ^ 

tct  8 a 8* 

.8  -SS  $ O 

h s S -3  £ 


CD 

0> 

T3 

Jl 

'u 

C 


Q) 

3 

3 

o 

T3 


<U  £ 


vu 

60  S 

nJ  55 


. hn  S « C<  0> 

• a,  < * ^ 


^t* 

•j*  o 

a « 

£ 8 
Vi 


4a 

£ 


4a  _ 

^ V. 
.O  *■ 

S' 

w 


Vi 

Vi 

8 

O 

CO* 


04  ^ 

R S 

•2 


Q 

I 

V) 

>> 

R 

R 


Wi 

O 

R 

O 

u 

o 

a, 

s 

,R 


cu  S 
.<2 

T2  qj 
q a* 

v « 
& ?£L 


• 4a 

Q Bh 

O 

> u 

Bh  Sg 

7 « 7* 


2 I • 

1«  § 

e ’C 
§ Bh 


■ta 

e> 


~ c«  • 
8 hn 


j-, 

, , m 
U - 
($ 

Oh  X 
9>  o 


P4 
£ ^ 


Pu 


Cl,  $£ 
2*  O 

iu 

u >> 

CD  *3 

<u  5 

*X3  ctf 
• •“<  5-< 

> bO 

«4— «>  «««• 

CD  TJ 

a»  c 
£ * 

Is 

§ »' 

3 Cl, 

M-t  O 

o x 

CD  CD 

bC  O 
*2  £ 
^ bb 

CD  C 

ST  «> 

33 

T5  3 
C g 
d S 

CD  v 

<-  CD 

f-s 

O !3 

£ * 

tr*  cd 

3 o 

CD  ^ 

v-t  Cl, 
2 8 
h 8 


CD 

u 

a>  . 
X co 

^ Q 

3 u 

§2 

CD 

V-I  <D 
8.1 
2 s- 

. CL, 

o 3 

si 

8 ui 


^ CD 

>>Q 

2 S 

CD 

> <D 

^ x: 
a>  u 

3 a> 
IS  ^ 

T3 

Uh  4-i 

8 c 

W'  <D 

4— > b* 

*CD  <° 

o c 

CL, 

o 

T3 


O 

LO 

to 


J-» 

o 


V 

eo 

‘nD 

r4 


X 

o 

PQ 

v 
Vi 
QJ 
U 
• ,H 
> 
?H 

a> 

CT) 


a>  h-<  oi 

»-,  |_J  *»H 


50 


5~, 

< Cl, 

. CD 

jo 

In  ccj 
CN 

c v, 
a s 

3 Oi 
U u 

u CJ 

O c3 


Vi 

<D 

D 

> 

• »H 

a-a 

a> 

?H 

U 

OJ 

• »-H 

La 

lH 

o 


fS 

u 

Vi 

rs3 

(TS 

a-* 

a> 

Lh 

<D 

X 

o-» 

Lh 

SS 

MH 

?H 

o 

PU) 


- 39  - 


King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406,  (215)-640-9449 


Resources 


• National  Organizations  • 
International  Foundation  for  Gender 
Education  (IFGE),  Box  367,  Wayland,  MA 
01778,  Publishes  “TV/TS  Tapestry”.  Reprints 
and  books  on  TV/TS  subjects,  other  info.  617- 
899-2212. 

Outreach  Institute,  Box  368,  Kenmore  Station, 
Boston,  MA  02215.  General  TV/TS  informa- 
tion for  personal  and  professional  use.  Hard  to 
find  books. 

Renaissance  Education  Association,  Inc.,  Box 
552,  King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406,215-630-1437, 
$12  membership  fee  includes  monthly  newslet- 
ter. Background  Papers  on  TV/TS  issues  for 
personal  and  professional  use.  Speakers  Bu- 
reau. Inquire  about  chapters. 

Society  for  the  Second  Self  (SSS),  Box  194, 
Tulare,  CA  93275.  Organization  for  Hetero- 
TVs  only.  Publishes  “Femme  Mirror”. 

•Organizations  by  State* 

City,  Name,  Address,  Zipcode 
Alaska 

Anchorage , Berdache  Society,  Box  113162, 

99511 

Arizona 

Tempe,  Alpha-Zeta  SSS(c),  Box  24459,  85285 
Scottsdale,  A Rose(o),  Box  4351,  85261 
California 

Duarte,  CHIC(c),  Box  562,  91010 
Fullerton,  Powder  Puffs  of  Orange  County(o), 
Box  9091,  92634 

Los  Angeles,  Alpha  Chapter  SSS(c),  Box  3609 1 , 
90036 

Sacramento,  Sacramento  Gender  Assoc(o), 
Box  38918,  95401 

San  Diego,  Neutral  Comer(o),  Box  12581, 
92112 

San  Francisco,  ETVC(o),  Box  6486,  94101 
San  Jose,  Rainbow  Gender  Association(o),  Box 
700730,  95170 

Santa  Monica,  Androgyny,  513  Wilshire  Rd, 
Suite  245,  90401 

Tulare,  Omega  Chapter  SSS(c),  Box  194, 93275 


Woodland  Hills,  Valley  Girls(o),  Box  944, 
91365 

Connecticut 

Devon,  ConnecticuTView(o),  Box  2281, 06460 
Colorado 

Denver,  Gender  Identity  Center,  3715  West 

32nd  Ave,  80211 

Florida 

Hollywood,  Serenity(o),  Box  307,  33022 
Kissimmee,  Central  Florida  Sisters(o),  11 
Westchester  Dr.  34744 
Georgia 

Atlanta,  Sigma  Epsilon  SSS(c),  Box  55144, 

30308 

Illinois 

Chicago , Chicago  Gender  Society(o),  Box 
578005,  60657 

Washington,  Central  Illinois  Gender  Assoc.(o), 
Box  126,61517 

Wood  Dale,  Chi  Chapter  SSS(c),  Box  40, 60191 
Indiana 

Indianapolis,  IXE(o),  Box  20710,  46220 
Kansas 

Overland  Park,  Crossdressers  & Friends,  Box 

4092,  66204 

Louisiana 

New  Orleans , Renaissance  Chapter  (o),  P.0 
Box  58428, 70158-8428 

Maine 

Portland,  Transupport,  Box  1762,  04101 
Massachusetts 

Springfield , The  Twenty  Club(TS),  Box  80690, 
Forrest  Pk  Sta,  01138 

Woburn,  Tiffany  Club(o),  Box  2283,  01888 
Michigan 

Grand  Rapids , W.  Michigan  I.M.E.(o),  Box 
1153,  9501 

Royal  Oak,  Crossroads(o),  Box  1245,  48068 
Minnesota 

Minneapolis,  CLCC(o),  Box  16265,  55416 
St.  Paul,  MFGE(o),  Box  17945,  55117 
Mississippi 

Jackson,  Beta  Chi  Tri-Ess(c),  Box  31253, 

39206 

Nebraska 

Bellevue,  River  City(o)  ,Box  1305,68005 
Omaha,  RCR(c),  Box  24060,  68124 
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More  Resorces 


New  Jersey 

Trenton , SNR  SSS(c),  Box  9255,  08650 
Mays  Landing,  Renaissance(o),  Box  1 89, 08330 
Morristown , Northern  NJ  SSS(c),  Box 
9192,07960 
Nevada 

Las  Vegas,  Double  Image(o),  Box  7 1795, 89170 
New  York 

Albany, TGIC(o),  Box  13604,  12212 
Endicott,  Butterfly  Group(o),  Box  7161, 13760 
Massapequa  Park,  CDM  Tri-Ess(c),  Box  327, 
11762 

Ozone  Park,  LIFE  (c),  Box  121,  11416 
Ohio 

Cincinnati,  Cross-Port(o),  Box  12701,  45212 
Elyria,  Alpha-Omega  SSS(c),  Box  954,  44036 
Parma , Paradise  Club(o),  Box  29564,  44129 
Reynoldsburg , Crystal  Club,  Box  287, 43068 
Oregon 

Portland , North  W est  Gender  Alliance(o),  Box 
4928,  97208. 

Pennsylvania 

Philadelphia,  TS  Support  Group,  Box  15836, 
19103 

Philadelphia,  Renaissance  Chapter  (o),  Box 
AD,  Bensalem,  19406 

Reading,  Renaissance  Chapter  (o),  Box  14421, 
19612 

Pittsburgh,  TransPitt(o),  Box  3214, 15230 
York,  Renaissance  Chapter  (o),  Box  7412, 
17404 
Texas 

Austin,  Heart  of  Texas  TV,  Box  402,  78767 
Garland,  Delta  Omega Tri-Ess(c),  Box 46 1401, 
75406 

Houston , Gulf  Coast  TV  Chapter(o),  Box 
441754,  77244 

Richmond , Tau  ChiTri-Ess(c),  Box  533, 77469 
San  Antonio,  B&P  Society (o),  Box  169652, 
78280 

Virginia 

Alexandria,DCEA(o),  Box  11254,  Lincolnia 

Station,  22312 

Washington 

Portland,  NW  Gender  Alliance(o),  Box  4928, 
97208 

Seattle,  Emerald  City(o),  Box  31318,  98103 


•Canadian  • 

Alberta,  Alberta  Contact  Club(o),  Box  4667, 

Station  C,  Calgary,  T2T-5P1 

British  Columbia,  Com  bury  Society(o),  Box 

3745,  Vancouver,  V6B-3Z1 

Owen  Sound,  Ontario  TV  Club(o),  Box  682, 

Ontario,  N4K  5P1 

Toronto,  Transition  Support  (TS),  1002  Wood- 
bine, Ontario,  M4C-4C1 

•Overseas  • 

New  Zealand,  TransCare,  c/o  The  Minorities 
Trust,  Box  2983,  Wellington 
Republic  of  So.  Africa,  Phoenix  Society,  Box 
375,  Parow,  7500 

Scotland , Scottish  TV/TS  group,  c/o  SHRG,  58a 
Broughton  St.,  Edinburgh,  EH  1-35 A 
UK,  Essex,  TransEssex,  Box  3,  Basildon,  SS14 
1PT, 

•Information  Services  • 

CA,  San  Juan  Capistrano , J2CP  Information 
Services,  TS  info.  Box  184,  92693 
CT,  Manchester , Gender  Identity  Clinic  of  New 
England,  TS  info,  68  Adelaide  Rd.,  06040 
MA,  N.  Dartmouth , Gender  Information  Serv- 
ices, TS  info.  Box  9238,  02747 
Quebec,  Hamilton , FACT(TS),  Box  291,  Sta- 
tion “A”,  Ontario,  L8N-3C8 
Quebec,  Toronto,  Gender  Services,  Box  1224, 
Station  “A”,  Ontario,  M6W-1G7 

•Boutiques  & Businesses  • 

CA,  Glendale , NS  Products  ( Breast  Forms), 
Box  6678-L,  91205 

CA,  Mt.  View , B&R  Creations  (Corsetry),  Box 
4201 -L,  94040 

CA,  Sherman  Oaks , Lydia’s  TV  Fashions, 
13837  Ventura Blvd.,  Suite  2,  91423,  818-995- 
7195. 

CA,  Tustin,  Versatile  Fashions,  Box  1051, 
92681 

CA,  Woodland  Hills,  Fantasy  Fashions,  22968 

Victory  Blvd.,  Suite  196,  91367 

FL,  Ft.  Lauderdale,  Fantasies  In  Lace,  3608 

W.Broward  Blvd.,  305-581-2366 

MA,  Waltham , Vernon’s  Specialities,  386 

Moody  St.,  02254,  617-894-1744 
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More  Resorces 


•Boutiques  & Businesses  • 

NY,  NYC , J.L.White,  image  improvement  and 
development,  212-675-0204 
NY,  NYC,  M ardi  Gras  B outique,  400 W . 14  th  S t. 
at  8th  Ave.,  212-947-7773 
NY,  NYC , Mary  Ann  Calega,  private  counsel- 
ing, 212-929-6345 

•Recurring  Events  • 

Be  All  You  Can  Be  Weekend,  put  on  by  Paradise 
Club,  Crossroads,  Trans-Pitt  and  The  Chi  Chap- 
ter of  SSS.  Usually  in  June.  Contact  any  of  the 
groups  mentioned. 

Fantasia  Fair , 10  days,  once  a year  in  October, 
in  Provincetown,  MA.  Outreach  Institute,  Box 
368,  Kenmore  Station,  Boston,  MA.,  02215. 
IFGE  Convention , once  a year,  moves  around 
the  country.  Contact  IFGE. 

Paradise  in  thePoconos , 4days/3nights,  twice  a 
year.  May  and  September,  in  the  Penna. 
Poconos.  CDS,  Box  1263,  King  of  Prussia,  PA 
19406.  (215)  640-9449 

Texas  ‘T  Party , San  Antonio,  Texas,  3 day 
weekend  “en  femme”,  B&P  Society,  Box 
169652,  78280,  512-657-2540. 


Tiffany  Provincetown  Outings,  twice  a year  in 
Oct  & June,  contact  Tiffany  Club 

• Periodicals  • 

Lady  Like  Magazine,  CDS,  Box  1263,  King  of 
Prussia,  PA  19406,  $28  for  4 issues. 

Femanine , Tania  Volen  Inc.,  200  Main  St., 
Tennent,  NJ.,  07763.  $30/yr. 

Gender  Expressions , 6 A Glenville  Ave.  Allston 
Ave.,  MA  02143,  $30/yr. 

The  T ramie  Times , TIT,  566  Parliament  St., 
Ste.  3375,  Toronto,  Ont.,  M4X- 1P8,  $36/yr. 
Transsexual  Voice,  Box  16314,  Atlanta,  GA 
30321,  $12/yr 

Transvestian , Tania  Volen  Inc.,  200  Main  St., 
Tennent,  NJ.,  07763.  $18/yr 
TV/TS  Talk,  Box  6322,  Minneapolis,  MN 
55406,  $21/yr 

TV/TS  Tapestry,  IFGE,  Box  367,  Way  land,  MA 
01778,  $10  per  issue. 

Please  send  a self-addressed  stamped,  business 
envelope  when  writing  to  support  groups  and 
information  services . Many  of  them  are  on  tight 
budgets  and  your  kindness  will  be  appreciated. 


En  Femme  Gets  A Makeover 


Hopefully  you’ve  noticed 
the  difference  in  this  issue  of 
En  Femme  from  previous  is- 
sues. It’s  the  result  of  a col- 
laboration between  Robyn 
Ann  and  JoAnn  Roberts  of 
Creative  Design  Services. 

In  early  February  the  two 
publishers  reached  an  agree- 
ment where  Robyn  Ann  and 
her  staff  will  continue  as  the 
creative  force  behind  the 
content  of  En  Femme,  while 
JoAnn  and  her  staff  will  apply 
the  technology  of  computer 


aided  typesetting,  graphics 
and  layout  to  the  magazine. 

With  a bi-monthly  publica- 
tion schedule,  En  Femme  will 
be  able  to  cover  issues  and 
events  in  a timely  manner  no 
other  magazine  can  match. 

This  is  just  the  first  attempt 
at  a makeover.  In  the  coming 
issues,  we’ll  be  tweaking 
things  here  and  there.  For 
example,  this  typeface  is  aw- 
ful! Write  and  tell  us  what  you 
like,  but  more  importantly, 
tell  us  what  you  don’t  like. 
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Rita 

Custom  Dressmaking 
Alterations 

P.  O.  Box  530 
Bristol,  Pa.  19007 

(215)  788-7260 

(Mention  En  Femme) 


QOMNNUROOn 

545  SOOTH  irm  ST.  • PHHA.  PA  19107 

Xeshian,  Feminist  and  Gay  Men's 
Books,  magazines,  records,  etc. 
Store  and  Mail  order 
Call  for  your  catalogs: 
1-300-222-6996  (OUTSIDE  PA) 
(215)923-2960  (PA) 


Route  202  • New  Hope 
• 215*862*0880 
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CONTEMPORARY 
TV  FICTION 


A SANDY  THOMAS  PUBUCATJON 


NEW 

SELECTIONS  EVERY 
DAY  FROM  ALL  OVER 
THE  WORLD. 

WE  SPECIALIZE  IN 
ENGLISH  TV  BOOKS! 


Send  for  free 
brochure  of  current 
titles. 

Send  order  to: 
MAGS  INC. 

5th  & MainBookstore 
464 *  lh  S.  Main  Street 
Los  Angeles,  CA 
90013 

Largest  selection 
in  the  west. 


CONTEMPORARY 
TV  FICTION 

MAGAZINE 


Volume  2 

“SCHOOLING  IN 
SKIRTS” 

“Danny  didn't  know  what  Halloween 
costume  to  wear.  Hta  sister  had  an  Idea. 


SANDY  THOMAS  PUBLICATIONS 


PLEASE  SEND  THE  FOLLOWING: 

[ ] SCHOOLING  IN  SKIRTS 
[ ] CANT  CUT  IT 
[ ] SKIRTING  THE  ISSUE 
[ ] JUST  LIKE  A WOMAN 
[ ] LIKE  MOTHER,  LIKE  SON 
[ ] ROOM  FOR  A CHANGE 
[ ] SUBSTITUTE  DAUGHTER 
[ ] PAT  GOES  COED 
[ ] CHEERLEADER  MASCOT 
[ ] MISS-ING  PASSPORT 
[ ] MODEL  HUSBAND 
First  class  mail  shipping- 1.00  per  book,  (3.00  maximum) 

Total  order -AMOUNT  ENCLOSED  

Make  checks  payable  to:  MAGS  INC 


7.00 

NEW 

7.00 

NEW 

7.00 

NEW 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

464  1/2  S.  Main  Street,  Los  Angeles,  CA  90013 


Mailing  Name 
Address 


City  

I am  over  21  years  old.  Sign. 


State 


Zip 
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How  To  Subscribe 

En  Femme  jj 

Subscriptions  for  one  year  (6  issues)  are  $30.  You  save  $6 
off  the  cover  price.  Canadian  subscriptions  add  $5  and 
Overseas  subscriptions  add  $10. 

LadyLike 

Subscriptions  for  four  issues  are  $28.  You  save  $4  off  the 
cover  price.  Canadian  subscriptions  add  $2.  Overseas 
subscriptions  add  $8. 

Send  cash,  check  or  money  order  in  U.  S.  funds  to: 
Creative  Design  Services 
P.  O.  Box  1263,  King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406 
Special  Offer!  Limited  Time!  Special  Offer! 

• If  you  are  a subscriber  to  LadyLike  and  would  like  to 
subscribe  to  En  Femme  — pay  only  $25  the  first  time. 

• If  you  are  a subscriber  to  En  Femme  and  would  like  to 
subscribe  to  LadyLike  — pay  only  $25  the  first  time. 


Back  Issues  of  LadyLike 

LadyLike  #1  & #2 SOLD  OUT 

LadyLike  #3  $8.00 

Double  Profile,  Porchester  Ball,  Catalogue  Shopping 

LadyLike  #4 $8.00 

Kelly  Sheridan  Profile,  Incredible  Shrinking  Tran 

LadyLike  #5 $8.00 

Double  Profile,  Dressing  For  Pleasure  Ball 

Also  Available 

Art  & Illusion:  A Guide  To  Crossdressing $10.00 

Everything  (almost)  you  need  to  know 
Speaking  As  A Woman $8.00 


The  only  booklet  on  feminine  voice  development 
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En  Femme  Back  Issues 

En  Femme  #1 $5.00 

Amanda’s  A Man,  Dear  - Part  1 , TV  Private  Eye,  Electrolysis 

En  Femme  #2 $5.00 

Interview  with  Monica  Rey,  article  on  Femiphobia,  video  reviews 

En  Femme  #3 $5.00 

The  Halloween  Ball,  Fantasia  Fair,  and  TT  & TT  AIDS  benefit 

En  Femme  #4 $5.00 

How  to  Handle  a "Read",  Film  Preview,  In  the  News 

En  Femme  #5 $5.00 

Interview  with  Rebecca  Buchanan,  The  “Ladies”  of  New  Hope 

En  Femme  #6 $5.00 

Special  information  for  Transsexuals,  Interview  with  Mary  Margaret 

En  Femme  #8 $6.00 

How  to  Pass  article,  meet  Joanne  Wilson  from  Australia 

En  Femme  #9 $6.00 

Amanda  Winters’  Makeup  Tips  and  Photo  Portfolio 

En  Femme#  10 $6.00 

TV’s  on  TV,  Growing  up  with  Bobbie , Crossdressers  Movie  Guide 

En  Femme  #12 $7.00 

Special  Second  Anniversary  Issue 

En  Femme  #14 $6.00 

Special  issue  on  New  Hope,  Pennsylvania 

En  Femme  #15 $6.00 

1989  Photo  Retrospective,  Paradise  in  the  Poconos  article 

Also  Available 

En  Femme  Comics  #1 $5.00 

Sorority  Pledge,  The  Adventures  of  Angela 

En  Femme  Comics  #2 $6.00 

The  Great  Vidiot  Caper,  The  Legend  ofYing  Yang 

Me... and  Jill $6.00 

A wife  learns  of  her  husband's  love  of  female  attire 

Days  of  Future  Passing $6.00 

Surrogate,  Natural  Circle  and  Second  Son 

En  Femme  FICTION  Magazine  #1 $6.00 

My  Newest  Daughter,  Courage,  and  Toni 

En  Femme  FICTION  Magazine  #2 $6.00 

Sibling  Substitute  & Hallowe’en  Queen 

Amanda’s  a Man $5.00 

A crossdresser  ventures  home  from  college  with  a TS  friend. 

Crossdresser’s  Movie  Guide $5.00 

Transvestite  Private  Eye $6.00 
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Bn  Femme  Back  Issue  Ordering  Instructions 


Indicate  books  by  issue  number  or  title  below.  Enclose  check  or 
money  order  in  U.  S.  funds  for  cover  price  as  indicated  and  add 
postage  per  table  below.  Canadian  and  foreign  orders  add  $1.00  to 
cover  prices. 

Send  orders  to:  EFP,  1977  N.  Olden  Ave.,  Suite  205,  Trenton,  NJ 
08618.  Use  this  address  for  back  issues  only. 

Postage  & Handling  Charges 
If  order  is  under  $10.00  - $1.00 
$10.01  - $19.99™  $2.00 

$20.00  - $29.99-  $3.00 

$30.00  - $49.99  - $5.00 

$50.00  - and  .up  — $6.00 

Enclosed  is  $ please  send  the  following  books: 


Please  send  the  following  alternate  selections  if  a book  is  sold  out: 


Charge  to  my  __  Master  Charge,  or  __  VISA  (Check  one) 
Account  # 

Expiration  Date  __  / / 

Signature: 

Name: 

Address: 

City:  State: Zip: 


